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Who came up with the idea for this party? | don't know. But of course, he immediately agreed. He's always the 
first for such ideas. Sometimes it pisses me off. 


He behaves like a brat. He IS a brat. What is twenty three years of age, anyway? 


I've seen him many times talking with somebody, and trying to force himself so as not to laugh in the face of 
his interlocutor. Because he recalled something. He's very intelligent. Maybe that's the problem. Some of people 
surrounding him are real morons. He has nothing to chat about with them. But those jokes with Bonzo.. 
Sometimes there are no words to describe their antics. On the other hand, he's a bookworm, swallowing all 
those thick books in the blink of an eye. When he is in the mood, he can talk a man to death, telling about 
some historical event, which he just read about. From time to time | pretend that I'm not interested in it, but 
it's not true. | love watching him while he's talking with such an enthusiasm. He can be good listener too, of 


course. But only when HE wants it. 


Now, it seems like the whole room is full of him. He's visible from all corners because of his hair. You can 
hear his laughter, his voice. He's tall, slim. | can't take my eyes from him, but | must be careful. | don't want 
anybody to see that. Is he aware of how | look at him? | do think so. Sometimes l'm catching his look, which, | 


feel it clearly, is sent especially for me. 


Oh, just like now.. His blue eyes look pugnaciously, he smiles and | see the dimples that add so much to his 
roguish charm. | want to smile him back, but he is already looking somewhere else. Again, too late ... | wonder if 
we may have this night for ourselves only. 

| missed him so much, through those few weeks. There were no conditions, that we could once again spend the 


night together. Usually we were too tired, or too many people were loitering around. 


Three days ago, when we drove to Los Angeles, we sat next to each other. | almost felt electricity, leaping 
between our thighs, which were touching because of the lack of space in the car. He didn't feel well. He wasn't 
talking too much, had a sore throat. He probably had fever, because it seemed to me that he was more hot 
than usual and was sweating a lot. It didn't take much time when he fell asleep. His head rested heavily on my 
shoulder. | leaned against the wall of the car to let him lay more comfortable. Weight of his body caused 
tingling in my body, but it was a sweet burden. His delicate scent surrounded me nicely. We were using the 
same cosmetics, but on him, shampoo or soap, have a different smell. He had a stuffy nose, snoring lightly. It 
was evident that he was dreaming something, his nostrils were twitching, and under closed eyelids, his eyes 


were moving. 


When we arrived at the place, he looked really bad. Fever painted blush on his cheeks. Peter noticed it and 
commanded to call the doctor. Robert got his medications and packed himself into bed. | knew perfectly well 
that he didn't need care, but his pitiful appearance aroused in me - IN ME! - a feeling of compassion. Late in 
the evening, | went to his room to keep him company. He had no strength, his eyelids were dropping, though he 
was trying to fight it and talk with me. 

| told him to shut up and turned the radio on. | set some quiet music and he fell into sleep very quickly. Blush 
disappeared and was replaced by an unhealthy pallor. When his fair, long eyelashes cast shadows on his cheeks, 
he was looking like a child. 

| touched his bare shoulder, which he put on the bedding. It was hot. Robert always had smooth skin. | love his 
shoulders. They are slim, but skin is hiding strong muscles. He is tall and strong. | know that in a few years he 


will grow into man, gain some more flesh. But | adore him as he is now. 


If not his height, someone looking at him from behind, could take him for a girl , even with his broad shoulders. 
He is moving like a cat, if he wants to. His dual nature attracts me and repels at the same time. On one side, 
almost feminine softness in his moves and voice, on the other hand, this sexy hoarseness, adding raw , 
masculine charm to songs sung by him. And his pose, which he recently learned to strike on stage - widely 
astraddle, hips suddenly throwing forward in clearly, sexually associated movement. Jeans so tight, that | would 
never dare to wear it that way by myself. | often prefer to look somewhere else than to stare at his ass in 
tight jeans. He is aware of those looks. So many people are eyeing him all the time.. Even if he got used to it, 
still enjoys it. He considers it a great fun. Even flirting with some of those people. Including me, | must say. And 
this habit of licking his lips .. | can't believe that he is not doing it with full awareness. He's doing this with that 
lopsided smile - slowly moves the tip of his tongue on the upper lip, from its one corner to the other. And the 
eyes of his interlocutors follow this slow journey carefully. I've seen it hundreds of times. It's a masterpiece. 

| know that some of our technicians are secretly making fun of his kinda girly gestures. If they knew how 
much testosterone is in him, they would be afraid to mock him. Generally he has a cheerful nature, and is 


friendly to people, but I've seen what he can do when someone deserves a shot in the jaw. He's a real guy 


from the Midlands. 


| sat with him for a few hours, lost in my thoughts. | didn't even notice the passage of time. Robert was 
sleeping for some time, but when he woke up and opened his eyes, was lying peacefully and not moving to not 
disturb me in my reverie. He was watching me as | did before. When | finally realized that he's not sleeping 
anymore, he sent me his charming smile. | poured him a cup of tea. He's a real tea freak. He drank it almost in 
one gulp. Then he got out from under the blanket and walked to the bathroom. Totally naked, dressed only in 
his hair, flowing down on his shoulders. Muscles were playing under the skin of taut thighs and firm buttocks. 
When he came back, | thought it's time to go. He didn't stop me. | saw in his eyes that he knew that I'll be 
dreaming about him that night. 


But now his cold is over. | can see that he feels perfectly well, since he's acting so cocky here. | wanted to 
leave, | don't feel good at this party. | thought he didn't see me, but he was vigilant. He came up to me with 
some people who he was talking to. He stood very close to me and embraced my waist in friendly gesture. 
After a moment, his arm slid further down, as if oblivious, and his hand partially rested on my buttock. As if 
electricity pierced me. | talked to them for a moment, but | had no idea who they were. The hand disappeared 


from my ass. Robert leaned quickly to my ear. The scent of wine surrounded me along with cigarette smoke. 
"| need to talk with you, preferably in private," he said quietly. Something squeezed my stomach. By gesture of 
the head | showed him empty place at bar in the corner. He nodded. After a moment we stood almost face to 


face, clutching our drinks. | was waiting for what he was going to say. 


| missed you. | can't stand it any longer. When can we meet? "He reached out to take away an unruly strand 


of hair from my forehead. | stepped back nervously and looked around. No one paid any attention So | thought. 
"Stop it. Don't do that. ", | whispered. 


"Okay, | won't." He licked his lips again. "So, did you miss me too?" , he asked with a silky voice. 


| didn't want to answer. Why | always have this feeling of losing control when I'm with him? 

| hate myself for it. | wanted to withstand it and show that | didn't miss him that much, but | couldn't. | was 
looking in his gray-blue eyes that made me feel like a wax. | felt compelled to respond. 

"You know that", | mumbled. 

"Say it, please". He was adamant. 

"Come on .." 

"Say it" 

"Yes, | missed you. Are you satisfied?" 

He smiled broadly. Dimples in his cheeks became deeper. 


"Did you miss something in particular?", he continued. | sighed. 


"| missed your smell, your touch when you're lying next to me. | missed your kisses .." | decided to tell him 


this straight, into his face. 


He was surprised by my directness. It's not my usual behaviour. Probably he expected excuses, or me trying 


to gain time. He listened intently, hanging on my every word. 


"| can't wait to be with you alone, to have you all for myself. Exclusively. Without limits. | want to immerse 


face in your hair. | want to feel their touch on bare skin .. Do | have to continue, or we'll just meet tonight?" 
"ll come to your room today at midnight .." he whispered so quietly that | could barely heard him . 


| just smiled, trying to hide the triumph in my smile. Yes, as | thought, he couldn't resist me, after all. I'l be 
waiting for him. I'll prepare a surprise, which should cause that he won't be eager to delay our next meeting, | 


hope. He's so young, so curious.. 


Our relationship is like a game of the spider and the fly. The spider stretches its web and waiting, if the fly 
will fall into it. The problem is to determine who's really the spider, and who's the fly. To be honest, l'm still 


not sure. 


| lit candles. He was punctual, as always. Rare virtue for such a young man. Barely clock struck midnight, | 
heard slow , steady knocking on the door . A pinch of drama, | loved it. | said ' come in ' and he entered. 


Barefoot, in trousers less tight than usual and plain t-shirt. Ordinary, young boy. Long hair, freshly washed , 


were still partially wet. They wet his t-shirt. He was looking fresh and innocent. 


" Hello, Robert ..." | said, approaching to him to plant on his fresh lips the first kiss from a very long time. | 


was stunned with scent of his skin. 


" Hello, Jimmy, my dear .." he replied softly, with a charming smile and those wonderful dimples on his cheeks. 


